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Enter Carlos and Sancho. 


| Car. T Tell thee, I am ſatisfy'd, I m in Love * to 


be ſuſpicious of every Body. | | 

| fas. And yet methinks, Sir, you mould leave me out. 

Car. It may be ſo; I can't teil: but I'm not at Eaſe. If 
they don't make a Knave, at leaſt they'l make a Foal off 
6 
Fan. I don't believe a Word on*t : But good faith, Maſter 
your Love makes ſomewhat of you; I don't nos WI 
tis; but methinks when you ſuſpect me, you don't ſeem { 
Man of half thoſe Parts I us'd to take you for. Look 1 


my Face, "tis round and comely, not one hollow Line of 


Villain in it: Men of my Fabrick don't uſe to be ſuſp 

© Knaves ; and when you take us for Fools, we never tal 
you for wiſe men. For my Part, in this preſent Caſe, I tal 
myſelf to be mighty deep. A Stander- -by, Sir, ſees mo J 
than a Gameſter. You are pleas'd'to be jealous of your pod 
Miſtreſs without a Cauſe, ſhe uſes you but too well, in my 


humble Opinion ; E ſhe ſees you, and talks with you, till 
am quite tir d on't A; ; and your Rival that you are 00 
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__ about, forces a Viſit upon her, about once in a Fort- 

night 
Car. Alas, thou art ignorant in theſe Affairs: He that's 

the civill'ſt receiv'd is often the leaſt car'd for: Women ap- 
pear warm to one, to hide a Flame for another. Lorenzo 
in ſhort appears too compos'd of late to be a rejected Lover, 
| and the Indifference he ſhews upon the Favours | feem to re 
ceive from her, poiſons the Pleaſure [ elſe ſhould taſte in 
them, and keeps me upon a perpetual Rack. No- [ 
would fain ſee ſome of his jealous Tranſports, have him fire 
at the Sight o'me, contradift me whenever I ſpeal:, affront 
me wherever he meets me, challenge me, fight me 

3. Run you thro' the Guts. 

Car. But he's too calm, his Heart's too i; at Eaſe, to 
leave me mine at Reft. 

San. For my Part, Maſter, I'm not ſo great a Philoſopher 

as you be, nor (thank my Stars) ſo bitter a Lover, but what 

I ſee— that I generally believe; and when Jacinta tells - 

me ſhe loves me dearly, have good Thoughts enough of 

my Perſon never to doubt the Truth on't. See, here the 

Baggage comes. as 

Enter Jacinta, avith a Letter. 

Hift ! Jacinta ! my Dear. 
Jacin. Who's that? Blunderbuſs! Where's your Maſter? 
San. Hard by, [Shewing him. 
Jacin. O, Sir, I'm glad I bare found you at laſt; I be- 

lieve I have travell'd five Miles after you, and could neither 

find you at home, nor in the Walks, nor at Church, nor at 
the Opera, nor 
San. Nor any where elſe, where he was not to be PET 

i you had look'd for him where he was, twas ten to one 

but you had met with him. 

Fecin. I had, Jack-a-dandy EEE, 

+ Car. But prithee, what's the Matter? Who ſent you after me? 

| Tac. One 3 s never well but when ſne ſees you, I think; 

twas m 

Car. 2 ng Jacinta, I fain would fatter myſelf, but am 

not able; the Bleſſing's too great to be my Lot: Yet tis 
: | | 5 not 


LIKE MAN. 
not well to trifle with me; how ſhort ſoe' er I am in other 
Merit, the Tenderneſs I have for Leonora claims ſomething 
from her Generoſity; I ſhould not be deluded. 

Jacia. And why do you think you are? methinks ſhe's 
pretty well above board with you, what muſt be done more 
to ſatisfy you? 

San. Why, Lorenzo muſt hang | himſelf, — chen we are 


Coptent. 


Facin. How! Lorenzo! | 
San. If leſs will do, be'll tell you. 
Jacin. Why, you are not mad, Sir, are you ? Jealous of 
bim! Pray which Way may this have got into your Head? 
took you for a Man of Senſc before. ls this your Do- 
4 Log ? Ie Sancho. 
San. No forſooth, Pert, I'm not much given to Suſpi- 
cion, as you can tell, Mrs. Forward—If I were, I might 
| find more Cauſe, I euels, than your Mittreſs has given our 
Maſter here. But I have ſo many pretty Thoughts of my 
own Perſon, Houſewife, more than 1 we of yours, that 1 
Hand in dread of no Man. 
Jacin. That's the Way to n ; however, ſo far I'll 
_ confeſs the Truth to thee ; at leaſt if that don't do, nothing 
elle will, Men are mighty fimple in Love-matters, Sir: 
When you ſuſpect a Woman's falling off, you fall a plaguing 
her to bring her on again, attack her with Reaſon, and a ſour 
Face: Udllife, Sir, attack her with a Fiddle, double your 
good Humour give her a Ball—powder your Per iwig at her, 
—let her cheat you at Cards 2 little, and Þ'll warrant all's 
right again. 
Car. S. y no more; 1 have 1 to blame, but thove ſhall 
be no more on't. ſ 
Jacin. I ſhould puniſh you but juſtly however for what's | 
paſt, if I carry'd back what I have brought you; But I' 
good natur'd, fo here 'tis ; open it, and fee how wrong you 
tim'd your ealouſy, | 
Car. reads.) ** If you love me with that Tenderneſs, you 
have 1 me long believe you do, this Letter will be wel . 
come; tis to tell you, you have Leave to plead a Daugh- 
| 5 * 
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« ter's Weakneſs to a Father's Indulgence? and if you pre- 
* yail with him to lay his Commands upon me, you ſhall be 
as happy as my Obedience to them can make you. 
Leoxora." 
Then 1 ſhall be what Man was never zet; (King the L. t- 
ter.) ten thouſand Blefliags on thee for thy News, 1 could 
adore thee as a Deity. [ Embracing jacinta. 


San. True Fleſh and Blood, every Inch of her, tor all - 


that. 
Car. reads again.] And if you prevail with him to lay 


« his Commands upon me, you ſhall be as happy as | my Obe. | 


« dience to them can male you 


| O haypy, happy Carlos ! But what mall I fay to thee for | 
this welcome Meſſage? (To Jacinta) Alas! I want Words — h 


But let this ſpeak for me, and this, and this, and- 

[ Giviag her his Ring Watch and Purſe. 

Sæn. Hold, Sir ; pr iy leave a little ſomething for our 

Board- Wages. You can't carry them all, I believe: (Jo Ja- 

Cinta) Shall I eaſe thee of this? (Offering to take the Parſe. 
. No; but you may carry Thar, Sirrah. 


(Giving him a Bax 0th" Ear. 


San. The Jade's grown Purſe-proud already. 


Car. Well, dear Jacinta, ſay ſomething to your charming | 


Miſtreſs, that I am not able to ſay myſelf : But above all, 


excuſe my late unpardonable P olly, and offer her my Lite to 
expiate my Crime. 


Facin. The beſt Plea for Pardon will be never to repeat 958 


the Fault. 
Car. If that will do, tis ſeab'd for ever. 


Jacin. Enough; but I mult be gone : Succeſs attend you 


with the old Gentleman. Good-by t'ye, Sir. [Exit Jacin, 
Car, Eternal Bleflings follow thee. 


San. I think ſhe has taken them all with her ; ; the Jade 
has got her Apron full. 


Car. Is not that Lorenzo's Man coming this Way ? 


San. Yes, tis he. Shall I draw him on a Scateh Pair of 


Boots, Maſter, and make him tell all!? 
Car. Some Queſtions I muſt ak hum ; ; call him hither: 


San. Hem, W nr . 


— 


1 


LIKE MAN. 
Enter Lopez. 
| Lop. Who calls ? 12 
San. I. and my Maſter. 
Lp. I can't fray, | 
San. You can indeed, Sir. (Laying Told of him, 
Car. Whither in ſuch Haſte, honeſt Lopez ? What ! upon 
ſome Love Errand? 
Top. Sir, your Servant ; I alk your Pardon, but I was 
going 
Car. I gueſs where; but you need not be ſhy of me 
any more, thy Maſter and I are no longer Rivas, I have 
yielded up the Cauſe ; the Lady will have it lo, 0 1 ſub- 


mit. 


Lop. Is it Nn Sir? Shall I then live to ſee my Mal- 
ter and you Friends again ? _ 

San. Yes; and what's better, thou and I ſhall be Friendnl N 
5 yoo. There will be no more Fear of Chriſtian Bloodſhed, I 

give thee up Jacinta ; ſhe's a ſlippery Houſewife, lo lader 
and I are going to match ourſelves elfewhere. 

Lp. But is it poſſible, Sir, your Honour ſhould be in Ear- 
neſt? I'm afraid you're plexs'd to be merry with your poo 8 
humble Servant. 

Car. I'm not at preſent much diſpos d to Mirth, my In- 
diane | in this Matter is not io thoroughly feem'd ; but my: 
| Reaſon has ſo far maſter'd my Paſſion, to ſhew me tis inf 
vain to purſue a Woman whoſe Heart is already another 
*Tis what I have ſo plainly ſeen of late. 1 have rouz'd my 
| Reſolution to my Aid, and broke my Chains for ever. 
Lp. Well, Sir, to be plain with you, this is the joyfulleſtni 
News I have heard this long Time; for I always knew your 

to be a mighty honeſt Gentleman, and good Faith it oſtenme 
went to the Heart o'me to fee you ſo abuſed. Dear, dear, 
have I often ſaid to myſelf (when they have had a privaty 
; Meeting pu after you have been gone — 

Car. Ha 

San. Hold, Maſter, Jon” t kill him yet. [oth Car. "” 
 Lop. I ſay L have ſaid to myſelf, what wicked Things ar 
5 Were, and what Pity it is they frould be ſuffer'd in a 


Chriltias 


? 


+ 


.] MSSTER, 
Chriſtian Country ; what a Shame they ſhould be allow'd to 
play Will-in-the-Wiſp with Men of Honour, and lead them 
through "Thorns and Briars and Rocks, and rugged Ways, 
till their Hearts are torn in Pieces, like an old Coatin a Fox 
Chace ? I ſay, | have ſaid to myſelf 

Car. Thou haft ſaid enough to thyſelf, but ſay a little 
more to me: Where were theie ſecret Meetings thou talk ' ſt 
of? 

Lop. In ſundry Places, and by divers Ways; ſometimes 
in the Cellar, ſometimes in the Garret, ſometimes in the 
Court, ſometimes in the Gutter 3 but the Place where the 
Kiis of Kiſſes was given was 

Car. In Hell. 

Lop. Sir! 

Car. Speak, Fury, what doſt thou mean by the Kiſs of 
Kiſſes? 5 
| Lop. The Kiſs of Peace, Sir; the . of Union; the 
Kits of Conſummation. 

Car. Thou ly'ft, Villain. 
Lop. I don't know but I may, Sir. ——What the Devil's 
ne Matter no-? (4/ide. 


Car. There's not one Word of Truth in all 0 curſed 
ongue has utter'd. 
[. 


 Lop. No, Sir, I- - believe there is not. 
Car. Why then didſt thou ſay it, Wretch? 

Lop. O only in Jett, Sir. 

Car. I am not in a jeſting Condition. 

Lop. Nor I at preſent, Sir, 


Cur. Speak then the Truth, as thou wouldſt do it at t the 
our of Death. 


Lop. Ves, at the Gallows, and be turn d off a as ſoon as 
ve done. „ Md 
Car. What's that you murmur ? 

Lop. Nothing but a ſhort Prayer, 

Car. I am diſtracted, and fright the Wretch from alia 
e what I am upon the Rack to know. (4fd:) Forgive me, 
ppez, I am to blame to ſpeak thus harſhly to thee : Let 


is obtain thy Parton, (Gives bins Money) Thou fee'lt I'm 
iſtur b d. 0 | Lop. 


LIKE MAN. 7 
Lrp. Ves, Sir; I fee I have been Jed into a Snare 3 I have 


ſaid too much. 

Car. And yet thou muſt ſay more; nothing can leſſen my 
Torment, but a farther Knowledye of what cauſes my Miſe- 
ry. Speak then; Fiavel ny Thi:g to hope? 

Lp. Nothing ; but that you may be a happier Batchelor, | 
than my Maler may probably be a married Man. 0 
Car. Married, ſav'ſt thou? | 
Los 1 did, Sir, and I believe ke'!l tay ſo too in a Twelve. | 

month. 
Car. O Torment! —But give me more on't: when, 
now, to who, where ? | 

Lp. Y eſterday. to Leonora, by the Parſon in the Pantry. 

Car. Look to't, if this be falle, thy 1 ſhall pay the 
Torment thou baſt given me: Be _ 4 
Loop. With the Body and the Soul o'me. LZ. xit Lopex. 
S:n. Bale News, Maſter. | 
Car. Now my inſulting Rival's Smile ſpeaks 0 out: 0 curſ- 
ed, curſed Women = 


| | Sans Jacinta. 

Jae. 1 m come in Haſte to tell you, Sir, that as ſoon 28 
the Moon's u my Lady will give you a Meeting in the 
Cloſe- Walk the Back- Door of the Garden; ſhe thinks 
ſhe has ſomething to propoſe to you will — get he 
Father” s Conſent to marry you. 
Car. Paſt Sufferance this Aggravation i is not to be borne: 
go, thank her with my Curſes : Fly————and 
let them blaſt her, while their Venom's ſtrong. (Exit Car 
Won' t thou explain? What” s this Storm 


San. And dar'ſt thou aſk me Queſtions, {mooth-fac'd Ini 
quity, Crocodile of Ni, Syren of the Rocks? Go, | 
back the too gentle Anſwer thou haſt receiv d; only ler me 

add with the Poet : 


We are no F ools, Trollop, 3 my Maſter, nor me; 
And thy Miſtreſs may P— the Devil with thee 


LO Sanche 
Jacint 
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_ | Jacinta ſola, 
EF Am I awake! I fancy not ; a very idle Dream this. 
Well; I'll go talk in my Sleep to my Lady about it; and 
| when I awake, we'll try what Interpretation we can make 
ont. 9 | 

1 


AC TB 


3 Enter Leonora and Jacinta. 

j Jancin. N OU ſee me as much enrag'd at it, as you are 
{i | yourſelf, yet my Brain is roving after the Cauſe, 
for ſomething there mult be; never Letter was receiv'd by 
Man with more Paſſion and Tranſport; I was almoſt as 


| have paſs'd between one and t'other, that's ſure. 
.es. Nothing cou'd paſs worth my enquiring after, ſince 
nothing cou'd happen that can excuſe his Uſage of me; he 


Fought not to doubt the Truth on't. | £ 
+ Facin. Nay I confeſs, Madam, I ha'nt a Word to ſay for 
bim, I'm afraid he's but a Rogue at bottom, as well as my 


; Shameleſs that attends him; we are bit, by my Troth, and 
E haply well enough ſerv d, for liftning to the glib Tongues of 


the Raſcals. | | 
Leo. Well: Let him laugh; let him glory in what he has 
done: He ſhall ſee | have a Spirit can ule him as I ought. 


Madam, that in ſpight of all your dear Affectiens to him, 
you have had the Grace to keep him at Arms End. You 
= thank d me for't ; but good Faith *twas well I did not 


Kir out of the Chamber that fond Night. For there are 
Times the ſtouteſt of us are in Danger, the Raſcals wheedle ſo. 
—_— | 1 N 


| 
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charming a Geddeſs as yourſelf, only for bringing it. Yet 
when in a Moment after I come with a Meſſage worth a 
dozen on't, never was Witch fo handled ; ſomething muſt | 


had a Letter upder my Hand which own'd him Maſter of 
my Heart; and till I contradicted it with my Mouth, he 


Facin. And let one Thing be your Comfort by the Way, 


4% Saws ot 
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| Leo: In ſhort, my very Soul is fir'd with this Treatment: 
and if ever that perfidious Monſter ſhould relent, tho' he 
# | ſhou'd crawl like a poor Worm beneath my Feet, nay 
4 plunge a Dagger in his Heart, to bleed for Pardon 31 charge 
thee rict'y, charge thee on thy Life, thou do not urge a 
Look to welt me toward him, but ſtrongly buy me ap in 
brave Reſentment; and if thou ſeeſt (which Heav'ns avert) a 
| G'ance of We:kneſs in me, rouſe ro my Memory the vile 
Wrongs I have born, and biazon them with Skill in all their 
glaring Colours. | V•V 5 | 
F.cin. Madam, never doubt me; I'm charg'd to the 
Mouth with Fury, and if ever I meet that Traytor of 
mine, ſech a Volly will I pour about his Ears Now 
Heav'n prevent all haſty Vows ; but in the Humour I am, 
methinks I'd carry my Maiden- Head to my cold Grave with 
me, before I'd let it ſimper at the Raſcal, but come, come 
Madam we'll be reveng'd on them never fear. ( Excunt. 
ter Don Carlos and Sancho. 2 
Car. Repols'd again! This is not to be borne. What 
tho' this Villain's dtory be a Falſhood, was I to blame to 
hearken to it? This Uliage cannot be ſupported : How was 
it ſhe treated thce ? nes, OY 
San. Never was Ambaſſado worſe receiv'd. Madam, 
my Matter aſks ten thouſand Pardons, and humbly begs 
one Moment's Interview :——Be gone, you Raſcal you. 
Madam, what Aniwer ſhall I give my Matter? - 
Tell him he's a Villain. Indeed, fair Lady, I think this is 
| haſty Treatment Here, my Footmen, toſs me this 
Fellow out at the Window; and away ſhe went to her De- 
[ votions. | „ of | 
Cir. Did you ſee Facinta. | 5 
Sin. Ves; ſhe ſaluted me with half. a- ſcore Rogues and 
Raſcals too. 1 think our Deſtinies are much alike, Sir: 
And o'my Conſcience, a couple of {curvy Jades we are 
hamper'd with. ro 8 
Car. Ungrateful Women, to receive with ſuch Contemp 
| ſo quick a Return of a Heart ſo jultly alarm'd. 
Sac, Ha, ha, ha. „ 


e — — - 
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for you. Ah, Sir, were we but wiſe and ſtout, 


10 EIER, 


Car. What, no Allowance to be made to tue f Fett Trag- 


| {ſports of a4 Lover 8 Fury, W n Tous d by Te dre adtu! an Ay 7, 


pearance ? As Juit as iny Suſpicions were, have long 
ter 'd them to arraign her ? 


San No. 
Car. Have I waited for Oaths or Imprecati- ons to dear | 


{ot <- 


her? 


in. No. 

Car. Nay, even now 1s not the whole World ſtill in {u;- 
pence about her? Whilſt alone conciude her innocent. 

San. lis very true. 

Car. She might, methinks, thro' this profound Reſp-c, 


_ oblerve a Flame another would bave cherich'd; the mis.:; 


ſupport me again giobndlefs Fears, and ſave me frum a ben 


val's Tyranny ; ihe might releaſe me from theſe cru: Rac, 


_ wou'd, no doubt, it the cou'd, love as I do. 
au. Ha, ha, ha 
2 But fince ſhe don't, what do [ CEN here ? 
Curſe on the baſe Humilicies of Love. 
San. Right. 


Car. Let Chil lren kiſs che Rod that fleas them, let Doys 
lie down and lick tae Shoe that ſpurns them, 

San, Ay. 

Car. 1 am a Man by Nature meant for Power ; the Scep- 
ter's given us to wield, and we betray our Truil whenever we 
meanly lay it at a Woman's Feet. 


San. True, we are Men, boo =— Come, Matter, let us 


both be in a Paſſion; here's my Scepter, (Shexeing «Ca g-; 


Subject Jacinta, look about you. Sir. was you ev r in Muſ- 
covy ? the Women there love the Men dearly ; why ? be- 
cauſe (Souking his Stick) there's your Love powder 


what Work 
ſhou'd we make with them ; But this bumble Love making 


ſpoil them all. A rare Way indeed to bring Matters about 
with them ; we are perſuadirg them all Day they are Angels 


and God Ueſſes, in Order to uſe them at Night like human 
Creatures; we are like to ſucceed truly. 


Car. 


„ E M A N. 11 


Car. For my Part, I never yet cou d bear a Slight from 
any 1 Ring, nor Will |} now, i here's but one Way however 
te TGent it from a woman; 3 d that's to drive her bravely 
irym your Heart, and Ph: ace a worthier in her vacant Throne. 
San, Now with tubm Fon to my Bitters, I have another 
War, Sir, III drive. m y Tyrant from mv Heart, and place 
mylcif ia her Ilrone. Yes; | wiitke Lord of my own 
FTenement, and keep my Houf 014 in Order. Wou'd you, 
wou'd do ſo too, Ni. aer; jor, loo!; Fn | have been Ser- 
Vitor in a College at Salarianche, and rend Philoſophy with 
the Dectore; u here ound that a Woman, in all Times, 
has been ob/eiv'd ro bean Arima! hard to underitand, and 
mach inclin'd to Mi. chief. Now as an Animal is always an 
Animal. and a Captain lays a Captain, ſo a Woman is al- 
was a Wemin: YWherce It is that a certain G:eek ſays. 
her Head py ke n Bine or Sand; or, as another, a ſolid 
Rock ; or, acco: ang to a Wc a dark Lanthorn. Pray, 
Sir, obſery: 2. "for thi> 15 cloſe Reafonirg ; and to as the Head 
is the Head of the Body; and that the Body without a 
Head. 15 like a Head without a Tail; ard that where there 
is neither Head nor Tail, 'tis a very firavge Body: So J ſay 
a Woman is b, parton, do you ſce (for nothing explains 
things like Comparitons Il fiy by Compariſon, as Ariſtotle _ 
has often ſaid before me, one may, compare her to the raging 
Sea; for as the Sea, w hen the Wind rifes, knits its Brows 
like an angry Ball, and that Waves mount upon Rocks, and 
Rocks mount uron Waves; that Porpuſſes leap like Trouts, 
and Whales f:i> about like Gudgeons ; that Ships roll like 
Beer Barrels, aud Mariners pray like Saints; juſt ſo, I ſay, 
a Woman A Woman, I tay, juſt ſo, when her 
Rea ſon 13 ſhipwreck! d upon her Vaflion, and the Hulk of her 
Underſtanding lies thump, thurap, thumping againſt the Rock 
of her Fury; then it is, I ſay, that by certain Immotions, which 
= m —— cauſe, as one may ſuppoſe, a ſort of Convul- 
five——yes———hurricanious um ——— like in 


7 ſhort. a Woman 1s like the Devil, But here come the Cro- 
codiles to weep us into Mercy. : 
Os | . Enter | 


12 LIKE MASTER, 


Exter Leonora and Jacinta, 


Maſter, let us ſhew ourſelves Men, nd leave their briny 


Tears to waſh their dirty Faces. 
C:r. It is not in the Power of Charms to move me. 


San. Nor me, I hope; and yet I fear thoſe Eyes will 


ook out ſharp to ſnatch up ſuch a Prize. 


[Printing t; Jacinty. | 
Jacin. He's coming to us, Madam, to beg Pardon; ; but 
ſure you'll never grant it him ? 


Leo. If I do, may Heav'n ne'er grant me mine. 
FJacin. That s brave. 


Car. You look, Madam, upcn me, as if you thought I 
came to trouble you with my uſual [mportunities ; I'll eaſe 


you of that Pain, by telling you, my Buſineſs now is calmly 


to aſſure you, but I aſſure it you with Heay'n and Hell for 


Seconds; for may the Joys of one fly from me, whilſt the 


Pains of t'other overtake me, if all your Charms difplay'd 


e er ſhake my Reſolution ; III never fee you more. 
San. Bon. 


Leo. You are a Man of chat nice Monanr, Sir, I know 


you'll keep your Word; I expected this Aſſurance from you, 


and came this Way only to thank _= for't. 
Jicin Very well. : 
Car. You did, imperious Dame, you did : How baſe is 


Woman's pride? How wretched are the Ingredients it is 


form'd of. If you ſaw Cauſe for juſt Diſdain, why did you 


not at firſt repulſe me? Why lead a Slave in Chains, that 
cou'd not grace your Triumphs? If I am thus to be con- 
temned, think on the Favours you have done the Wretch, 


and hide your Face for ever. 
San. Well argued. 


Leo. I own you have hit the only Fault the World can 


| charge me with; the Favours IJ have done to you, I am in- 
| deed aſham'd of; but fince Women have their F railties, you Il 
| alow me mane. 


Car. 'Tis well, — well, Madam I'm happy hows - 


| ever, you at laſt ſpeak frankly, I thank you for it; from 


* 


\ 


* 
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my Soul I thank you : but don' t expect me WY at 


my” Feet again; don't, for if I do 
| . You will be tre ated as you deſerve ; trod 
_ „I. Give me Patience; bur I dan t want it; 1 am 
calm: Madam, farewel; be bappv if you can; by Heav'as 
1 aith you fo, but never ron! your Net for me again for 
if you do | | g 
Leo. You' be running into it. | 
C.r. Rather run headlong into Fire and ſlums; ; rackes 
be torn with Pincers Bit from Bit But | am wrong; this 
ſounds like Paſſion, and Heaven can tell I am not angry: 
Madam, I think we have no farther Buſineſs WRT 4 your 
moſt humble Servant. | 
I. Farewel t'ye, Sir. 
Car. Come N 5 (Te Sancho: 
it res ta the Seri and returns. 
Yet once more before T go (leſt you ſhould doubt my Reſo- 
ſution) may 1 ſtarve, periſh, rot, be blaſted, dead, damn'd, 
or any other Thing that Men or Gods can chink on, if on 
ary OccaSon whatever, Civil or Military, Pleaſure or Bufi- 
refs, Love or Hate, or any other Accident of Lite, I, from 
this Moment, change one Word or Look with you. 
| (Zuing , Sancho clap; him _ the Buck. 
Ls. Content: Come away, Jacinta, 
Carlos returns. | 
Con Yet one word, Madam, if you pleaſe; I 1 a lit 
tle Thing here belongs to you, a fooliſh Bawble I once wag 
fond of. (T wwitching hr Piture from his Breaſt) Will bu 
accept a Trifle from your Servant? 
Le. Wilingly, Sir; I have a Bawble too [ think yo 
| have ſome Claim to; you'll wear it for my Sake. 
(Brea's a Rracelet from ber Arm, and gives it hi 
"Our Moſt thankfully ; this too I ſhou'd reftore You, 1 
once was yours (Giving her a Table- Bog 
By vour Favour, Madam there is a Line or two i 
it, I think you did me once the Honour to write with you 
. fair Hand, Wt | | (Read 
| 7 
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You lowe me, Carlos, and c knw 
The ſecret Movements of my Heart 


Y pet her 1 give you mine or no, 
W:th yours, mi thinks, Pd ncv.r, new. vr fart. 


Thus you have nn 'd me, and thus you have deceiv'd 


me. 
San. Very true. | 
Leo. I have ſome faithſu! Lines too ; think I can pro- 
duce 'em. 
88 cut a Tall Back ; as and then gives i it him, 


How long FS, er to fexv in Vain 
| My Deſt. ny may prove, © 
M. Fate (in Sprite of yrur Di/a in) 
Will lit me el;ry in your Chain, 
And give me Leave eternally to love. 


here, Sir, take your Poetry again 


[7 broxwing it at bis Fect. 


pon a freſh Occaſion. 
Facin. Well done. 


Pocket full of your Proſe There— 


[Throwing a Handful of Letten, at ber Fes, 8 
Leo. Jacinta, give me his Letters. There, Sir, not to be . 


ehind hand with you. 
[Takes a Handful 5 his Laster out ef c a B. , und throws 
thm in his Face. 
* And there, and there, and there, sir. 


Sar. Cods my Life, we want Ammunition; but for a 
ift- There, and there, you ſaucy Slut you 


* to her — by te bis a. 


Tis not much the worſe for my: wearin 83 "till ſerve again 


Car. I believe I can return the Wett, Madam, with— | 


( Jacinta throes the reſt at him. 


| [Sancho pulls a Pack of dirty Cards out of his Pocket, and 
throws em at ber; then ther cloſe; he pulls off ber 
Head-Cloaths, and ſhe his Wig, and then part, he | 


z Facin. 
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Fiz, I think, Madam, we have clearly the better on't, 
L 5. For a Pio”, [ retoive to keep the Field. 


Jacen. Have a Care he don't TOP and beat Tos yet tho”: 
pray walk Off. 


1%, Fear nothing. 
85. How the Armies ſtand and gaze at one another af- 
ter the Battle; What think you, Sir, of ſhewing yourſelf a 


great General, by making an honourable Retreat ? ? 


G#: 1 ſcorn it. 
San. Sir! 
C.. 1 {corn it. 
Sn. On! 


Car. Oh Leonora! Leonora! 4 Heart le mine ſhould 
not be treated thus. 


Les Carlos! Carlos! I hav not t deſerv'd this Uſage. 
Cur. Parbarous Leonora] but tis uieleſs to reproach you; 


f:e that is capable of what you have done, is form'd too cruel 
ever to repent of it Go on then, Tyrant ; make your Bliſs 
_ compleat 3 torment me ſtill, tor till, alas ! I love 0 to 


be tormented. 


Leo Ah Carlos little do you know the tender Movements 
that hing you name; the Heart where Love preſides, 
zamits no Thought againſt the Honour of its Ruler. 
Cr is not to call that Honour into Doubt, if conſcious 
of our own Enworthineſs, we * every F rowu to our 

Deltr.. Ton. | 
L's. When J-alouſy 3 from ſuch humble Appreben- 
ſions, it ſhews itſelf with more Reſpect than yours has done. 


Car. Aud where a Hcart is Dane, it ealily 2 2 


C 


greater Crime. 


Leo. Forgiveneſs i is not now in our Debate; 3 If both have 
been in Fault, 'tis fit that both [hould {utter for it; our Se- 
paration will do Juſtice on us. 


Car. But ſince we are ourſelves the Judges of our Crimes, 
what if we ſhould inflict a gentler Puniſhment? 


Lo. l'would but encourage us to ſin again. 
Car. And if it ſhould 


Les. Twould give a freſh Occakion for the pleaſing Exer= 
cle of Mercy: Car 


. 
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Car. Right; ; and fo we act tie Part of Earth and Hear' n 
3 ot Men and 8 85 aud taſte of both their Plea- 
ures | 

Leo. The Banquet too inviting to refuſe ir, 

Car. Then tizu. let us Fl on, and feed up »n't for ever. 
[ Carri-s hir off, mi rac: rug ber, and riſing ber Haus 

Focin. Ah Woman! fooliſh, foolih W man! 

Sun Very fooliſh indeed 

Jacin. But don't expect I'll fol'o her Example „ 

Sun. You wou'd, Mop!y, it I'd let you. 

Facin I'd ſooner tear my Lyes out; ah 
had a little of my Spirit in her. 

San. I believe I ſhall find thou haft great dea! of her 


-that ſhe 


Fleſh, my Charmer ; but twout do; Iau al Rock, hard 


Rock, very Marble. 


Facts. A very Pumice-ftone, you Raſcal you, 10 83 


try thee ; but to prevent ihy Humilities, and ſhew thee all 
SubmiGon wcu'd be in vain; to convince thee thou hat 


nothing but Mitfcry and Detpair beſore thee, here — — take 


back thy paultry T hin. ble, aud be | in my Debt, tor the Shirts 
J have made tliee with it. 


San Nay, if y're at that port. Miſtreſs, [ believe ! hall 
loſe nothing by the Balance ot thy Pretents. There take thy | 


Tobacco-ftopper, and {top thy 
RI Jcin. Here 
curious half Hundred of Pins in't, thou mad'ft {u:n a va 


pouring about Yet erday: Tell them carefully, there's not 


one wanting. 
$::n There's thy Lvory- hafted Enife again, whet it well ; 
tis fo blunt *ewiil cut nothing but Love. 


Facin. And there's thy pretty Pocket Sciſſars, thou haſt 
huonour'd me with, they'll cut off a Leg or an Arm, Hezv'n 


bleſs them. 


| Sun, Here's the inchanted Handkerchief you were pleas'd 


to endear with your precious Biood, when the Violence of 


S nah Love at Dinner, t'other ny made you cut your Fin- 


* — = There. 
; 55 | 4 bi, 2 /e in it, and gives it her. 
| Jarin. 


take thy Sattin Pincufhion, with thy 
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Jacin. The Raſcal ſo provokes me, I won't even keep his 
paultry Garters from him. D'you ſee theſe ? You piti- 


ful, beggarly Scoundrel Js — — There, take em, 


there. | 
| (She takes ber Garters off, and flaps them about his Face. 
San. I have but one Thing more of thine. ( Sbeuing bis 


| Cudgel) I own 'tis the Top of all thy Preſents, and mighe 


be uſeful to me; but that thou may'ſt have nothing to up- 
* me with, e' en take it again with the reſt of them. 
(Lifting it up to flrike her, ſhe leaps about his Neck. 

Facin. Ah cruel Sancho! Now beat me, Sancho, 


do. 


San. Rather, like Indian Beggars, beat my precious ſelf. 


: Rather let Infants Blood about the Streets, 
Rather let all the Wine about the Cellar, 
Rather let— 


*Oh Jacinta thou haſt o'ercome. 
(Throws away his Stick, and embraces ber. 
How fooliſh are the great Reſolves of Man ! 9 


Reſolves, which we neither would keep, nor can. 
| When thoſe bright Eyes in Kindneſs pleaſe to ſhine, 
Their Goodneſs | muſt needs return, with mine: 
| Bleſs my Jacinta in her Sancho's Arm 


Tias. And I my Sancho with Jacinta's Charms. == 
[Exeunt. 
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